BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH	51
that Flanders shambles the soldiers forget that many
civilians have kept a pre-war standard of value, for
their own lives at all events.
At the same time, talking to Mrs. Sheehy Skeffington
that afternoon, one realised there was much more
in the story of her husband's murder than mere
military carelessness and indifference. Both she and
her husband were strong pacifists and they possessed
no weapons, but the windows of the room in which
she sat were still broken by the volley fired into it
by the soldiers when there was no one in the house
but herself and her little boy of seven. Since then
the story of her husband's murder has been often told,
but at that time the horror of it was still fresh. She
showed us the poor little parcel returned from the
barracks, containing a watch, a tie and a collar, worth-
less things that bore pathetic witness to the almost
insane truth,—that those who did not scruple to steal
human lives were yet most honourable and honest in
their dealings with property—to them a much more
important matter.
Hearing Mrs. Skeffington talk, one realised that
though her husband never had a weapon in his hand,
militarism was wise in its generation, and in Sheehy
Skeffington militarism had struck down its worst
enemy—unarmed yet insurgent Idealism. It was not
for nothing that the half-mad officer who carried out
the murder was promoted a week afterwards.
The authorities knew their business well.
All his life Skeffington had never " ceased from mental
fight" against all forms of tyranny, oppression and
cruelty. He was a born rebel, a questioner of ancient
traditions, a shaker of ancient tyranny. He refused
to go out against tyranny with a gun, not because he
acquiesced in authority, but because he did not
acquiesce in any violence between human beings.

